
ild fn^f he "A? 

1 i ;?h ^ . 'K'T 1 ' lome i’ cu kirtmans bone, 

0 C U L J - d , a ^ 0Ut m y defperatebraines, 

e,methmkes I fee my confine ghoft 

Seekingonci?^ t hatdidfpit his body - 

Upon a Rapiers point : ftay Til? alt fta v \ 

^meo,%omeo Borneo, here’s drink,Idrink to thee. 

Ta °f the hou f ea ”d Nurfe. 

H £.Htake thefekeyes, and fetch morefpices Nurfe 
r. They call for Dates and Quinces in the Paflrv. 
r „ ^ n . old Capulet. r 

s^S t ” eaB ’ S00d ^' fe ‘' 

Nurfe. Goe you Cot-queane, goe, 

FS"n? s b,f;“^' 1,be " Ct0m ^ 

pAA'I’C u ecna mo « re 'hnnt in your time. 

But I will watch you from liich watching now. 

Exit Lady and Nurfe. 

C A jealous hood, a jealous hood : now fellow,what is there? 

* E ,%Z thre c e or t oure with fp*s> 

r t TJ'KT the Cookc fir ’ but 1 kn°w not what. 
r*M p \ Ma £ ba ?f ’ make h afte ; firrah fetch drier logger- 

1 AT’ he T U ? cvv thee ^ere they are. g§ ’ 

Ac/.I have a head fir that will finde out loeees. 

And never trouble 7W for the matter. gS * 

tAT, 3 ? we]I faid > a merry horfdn, ha. 

Thou lhalt be Loggerhead. Good faith ’tis day. 

rrr ^ . Elay Afuficke. 

Nurfe, wife, what ho,wbac Nur/e I fay. 

; Coe,wafcn>/,V,, gofSt™te„ p , 




of Romeo And Juliet. 

He goe and chat with Farit, hie,makehafte,* f. 

Make hade, the Bridegroome hee is come already , makehafle 
I fay. 1 

Nur. Miftris, what Miftris, Juliet : fa ft I warrant her foe ; 

Why lambe, why Lady, fie youiluggabed ; 

Why Love I fay , Madam, Sweet heart, why Bride : 

What - ? not a word?you take your penniworch now ? 

Sleepe for a weeke ; for the next night I warrant 
The County Paris hath let up his reft. 

That you foallreft but little : God fbtgive me. 

Marry and Amen , how found is foe afleepe : 

I muft needs wake her : Madam, Madam, Madam : 

I, let the County take you in your bed, 

Hee’U fright youup yfaith : willit not be ? 

What dreftand in your clothes ,and downe again? . 

I muft needs wake you ; Lady, Lady, Lady. 

Alas, alas, helpe, helpe, my Ladie’s dead. 

Oh weladay that ever I was borne : 

Some Aqua vita ho, my Lord, my Lady. 

Ms. What noifois here ? r 
Nur. O lamentable day ! 

Mo. W hat is the matter ? 

N nr. Looke, looke,0 hcavieday ! 

Mo. O me, O me, my childe, my onely life ! ' 

Revive , looke up, or I will dye with thee : 

Helpe, helpe, call helpe. 

Enter Father. 

Fa. For foame bring Juliet forth , her Lord is come. 

Nur. Shee s dead, deceas r, fhee’s dead, alacke the day. 

M° Ah c ke theday , (Lees dead, foee’s dead, foee’s dead. 

**• Ha hj let me fee her : out alas fliee’s cold. 

Her blood is let led, and herjoints are ftife : 

Life and thefe lips have long beene feparated. 

Death lyes on her like an untimely froft , 

Upon the fweeteft flower of all the field. 

Nur. O lamentableday ! 

Mo.O wofulltine! 
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